
NAPOLEON.

A LITERARY AND ICONOGRAPHIC HIS¬

TORY.

LIFE OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE By Will¬
iam Mllllgin Sloane. Ph. I'.. L H. D., Profesor
of History In Prlnceron University. Volume I.
Folio, pp. xvl. g_ The Century Co.

Thl» Is the first of four stately volumes, ard It

carries the narrative of Napoleon's career only
so far as 171)7 and the Venetian campaign. The

period embraced is of the highest Interest, com¬

prehending as It does the picturesque early man¬

hood of Bonaparte and his dazzling exploits In

Italy, but It leaves Professor Sloane not more

than launched upon his theme. Pending the

complete publication in these volumes of the pa¬

pers which have been running in "The Century

Magazine" for two years or more, this initial in¬

stalment tacitly advises suspension of judgment
upon the history as a whole. At the same time It

«hows clearly the conception which Professor

Bloane holds of his subject, it illustrates his

method of developing a theme as complex as It Is

absorbing, and llnally it throws a flood of light

upon a certain sulient point in the modern writ¬

ing of history. Ad«lressing the multitudinous
public of a great magazine, this writer frankly
adopted a method <>f presenting the materials of

history which differs much from .hose familiar
to the austere prime of his Muse. Once, as she

saw the writing of history, it was a matter of lit¬

erary genius alone. Now- literature and art go

hand In hand, and deck her statue in colors as

new as they are abundant. Professor Slc-.me has

used his pen with ardor and with power, but he

would probably be among the first to admit that

ho owes much of his effect to the Illustrative

corpa which has collaborated with him on nearly
every page. Skilled draughtsmen have essayed
to enrich bis text with reconstructions of th«

past. Erudite collectors have ransacked old gal¬
leries and portfolios for contemporary records of

the Napoleonic era. The result Is a novel con¬

tribution to historical literature.

I.

A good life of Napoleon In English has been

needed. It might even be said that a good life in

French Is still to be written, but that would hard¬

ly be exact. Lanfrey Is valuable; so Is Thters,

and to any one who can make the proper deduc¬

tions and additions in a perusal of these author«,

to any one who can check the memoirists with a

good memory and a better temper, there exists

In French literature a sufficient biography. On

the other hand, there Is nowhere extant a work

comprehensive In scope and popular In style,
calculated to give the general reader Just what

he wants. Professor Sloane seems to have sup¬

plied the omission. He Is generally free from

rhetorical digressions, and is, in fact, positively
anxious to tell his story In the plainest, most

common-sense way. He has read widely In his

field, and has co-ordinated the results of his re¬

search in a flexible, lucid manner. He avoids. In

the main, the payment of that tribute to the

philoaophy of history which he would doubtless
have rejoiced to pny had his scheme permitted It.

The state of European politics and diplomacy is

constantly in his mind, and he lets fall such ob¬

servations from time to time as ate needed to

keep the unfolding of Napoleon's career compre¬

hensible as an element In the history of nations.

Nevertheless, he takes no liberties with his audl-
ence, which may be supposed to have more In-

terest In Napoleon than In any of his antagonists.
more Interest In France than in r»ny of her neigh- |
bors, and the speculations or hypotheses without

which most history is regarded as Incomplete are

reduced to a minimum. To a certain extent, ¡t

must be admitted, this impression Is likely to be

derived from Professor Slnane's first volume be-

cause of circumstances with which be has had

nothing to do. i'pcctacular as the events were

In the brief period covered by the book. th»-y
were not of such far-reaching significance as j
those belonging to later years. At the same time

the pages are curiously barren of strong original
thought, of acute Interpretation. The reader

craves Involuntarily a deeper Insight Into indi¬
vidual character, besides a more imperious grasp

upon the general movement of things. The
subject Is epical. Even a matter-of-fat narrator

might be expected to catch Its epical note. Pro-

feasor Sloane fails to do this, and .brows the

reader back upon a sober respect for the smooth¬
ness and practical value of his text
In nothing Is this work more practical than in

Its sane refusal to take sides. The great diffi¬

culty with Napoleonic literature is that It is

either bitter with hatrea or maudlin with head¬

long adoration. How Judicious Professor Sloane

*has been may be surmised from the fact that it

does not often occur to his reader to trouble
himself about whether the text is animated by
a feeling for or against Its subject. Honesty a I

transparent that one takes It as a matter of

course Is honesty indeed. The aloofness of our

author is not pedantic, either. He Is Impartial
because he cannot help himself. This, added to

the unpretentious nature of his style, assures

us of at least one precious thing.his portrait of

Napoleon Is as clear In outline as though drawn
in black upon a white canvas. It Is clear and
It is convincing. Napoleon Is revealed as lean

of habit and casuistical et mind, a masterful
character fermenting through a youth In which
the absence of wholesome Influences left sundry
rank weeds of disposition to grow and fester.
We do not think there Is anything unjust in such

a view of Napoleon as this. The time has gone

by when the man can be regarded as impeccable
because the soldier was unique. It is not neces¬

sary to believe all the scurrilous stories in Bar¬
ras to get a true insight Into the shadowy side
of his friend's fevered Ufe. I* was fevered from
the start. Professor Sloane clearly points out.
and not so much fevered as deliberately check¬
ered by moves made according as expediency
demanded them. There was neither principle j
hor broad philosophy In Bonaparte. "His moral
sense, having never been developed by educa¬

tion, and. worse than that, having been be¬
fogged by the extreme sensibility of Rousseau
and by the chaos of the times which that prophet
had brought to pass, was practically lacking."
It was replaced by a powerful intellectuality,
one of the most powerful in ancient or modern

times, and It Is readily perceived that with noth¬
ing but Intellectual genius to guide him to the
fulfilment of a devouring ambition. Napoleon
waa Incapable of fixing at any time upon the
immovable rock of a moral Inspiration. He
moved through Ufe "with the carelessness of an

adventurer and the effrontery of a gambler,"
but Professor Sloane lays his finger upon the
distinguishing trait in this audacious and even

reckless player, who pitted himself against the
world with no fears of the result, when he ob¬
serves that Bonaparte always stood at the part¬
ing of the way«, leaving to other men the Impul¬
sive onslaught, while he coolly made up his mind
as to which path would prove the more profit¬
able to follow.

II.
ft is a crafty figure which looms through these

nagea a figure sallow and acidulated In ap¬
pearance, quivering almost Imperceptibly and
yet Incessantly with the rage of an overmaster¬
ing paaslon, the passion to rule. Napoleon suf¬
fered much In his early years. HI« family was

never a source of untroubled Joy to htm. mone-
tawy annoyances fixed themselves upon him. and
he made fewer friends than might have been
expected of the man who was later to com¬
mand auch wholesale devotion. Over and over

again his plana for advancement were defeated,
«and though he rose rapidly after his first pro¬
motion, and after the Italian campaign had
given France a taste of his quality, prosperous
time« seemed always Just ahead of him. He
was a hard worker and studied his books with
something of the same Intense feeling that ani¬
mated him through his combats among his

''*___M"'*,,0W8 at Br,en,,e .M»4 ***»¦.«... The inter-.
.-«stieg thing to sot«, ae Professor Bloane delln-

eates his hero, la the manner in which the lat

developed his spiritual tortuosity side by s

with his cleverness as a man of action,
was fitted to deal with nien In the bulk, to h

companies of them like «o many bullets agali
a given point; he had the gift for handling tin

in the field, which Is one of the obviously p
eminent gifts of a great general; but he had a

the gifts which qualified him to fight his bau
to the last and most complex situation witl
the chambers of his brain. His mind acted w

a peculiar sinuosity. It wound itself around
question with an almost uncanny subtlety,
almost bloodless Indifference to the merits of t

cause or that, and a calm absorption in the «

Ject to be gained by the playing of «ne foi
against another. Look at that from one po
of view and It appears no more than t

gift of any great nature which might also
noble. Rut Professor Sloane reverts to the U
engaging side of the qu?stion when he sa;

"No one had ever understood better than \¿<.>r
parte the possibilities of political influence In

military career. Not only could he bend t

bow of Achilles, but he always had an <-.\t

string." There you have the Janus to whr

allusion has already been made, a man frc

whom high singleness of aim was never to

expected. It is on this note that Profess

Sloane terminates his first volume, leaving N

poleon In his court at Montebello and fon-sha
owing in that decorative Interlude between mo

martial episodes the regal and then lmperl
eplendors which were soon t«i follow. It is

strange personality, and yet If we owe Profess
Sloane anything we owe him a refreshing sen

of human tangibility about his hero. The sty
of this "Life" is measured and stralghtforwar
as has already been Indicated. It keeps N

poleon well In Bight as a man and never r

moves him away Into that theatrical atmosphe
which has so often defeated the purpose of hi

torlans They have tried to work backward, at

to show that Napoleon's career was one nom

goneotaa drama, as heroic al and extraordinary
the rise of the curtain as at Its fall. As a ma

ter of fact, the curtain did not rise until Tou!«
and 178«% and busy as Napoleon was up to thi
crucial time It is Idle to see him as a dramatic fli
ure In French politics and war until he actuall
becomes one. Professor Sloane realizes this, ar

he writes throughout these earlier chapters
the vein of the following passage, bearing upr

Napoleon's sojourn at Valence:
"During the first months of his garrison sei

vice, Bonaparte, as an apprentice, saw arduoi
service In matters of detail, but he threw o

entirely the darkness and reserve of his chara,

ter, taking a full draught from the brimmin
cup of pleasure. On January 10, 1780, he wa

finally received as lieutenant. The novelty, th

absence of restraint, the comparative emancipf
tlon from the arrogance and slights to which h

had hitherto been subject, good news from th

family In Corsica ... all these elements combine
to intoxicate for a time the boy of sixteen. Th
strongest will cannot forever repress the e>

uberance of budding manhood. There were ball:
and with them the lirst experience of gallant**]
The young officer even took dancing lesson.'

M'ireovc-r, In the drawlng-ro~>ms of the Abb
Paint-Ruff ami his frlciul«. for the drat time h

saw the manners and heard tin» talk of refine
society.provincial, to be sure, but excellent."

III.

This passage brings us to the interesting que.«
tloo to which reference was mad«' at the mus'-l
the question of producing bUtory with almost a

much reliance upon pictures as upon prose. Le
the reader Coaaidei carefully the details of th

passage quoted and the details of that full-pag
drawing which la supposed to be In harmon;
with it, "Napob-on in Society at Valence, ITS"
This wonderful production shows a Parietal
group where Profer.i-nr Slonne meant It to hi
provincial. Nay, it Is neither provincial no

Parisian, but such a rococo and artificial knot o

figun-s as a clever ariist will fabricate out of :

plentiful supply of rhle and a wardrobe of cos

turnes Imitated from ih.- last century. Worst o

all, the eager youth whom Prof«-ss >r Sloane in
troduces is replaced in the Illustration by at

linage of wooden stiffn-ss and absolutely i-

facial charact'-r. We canrtot take th<- conforta
ble view that no reader will be deceived by thi
picture. Experience has shown for .-.ears thi
the Illustrator has a tremendous hold upon hi:

public. In fiction It Is admissible. In hlStoriCB
works we believe he should be restrained. It 1:

Impossible to refuse admiration to the «nteiptls.
and skill which have eecured Profeeeor Bloam
a pictorial accompaniment that Is often brilliant
but one must acknowledge that much «if th«
brilliancy Is of tne most gpectOOfl kind. Th«

gorgeous reproductions In colors «if militai j
paintings once conspicuous in the Salon Been
Irrelevant, ami drawings like lii.it m<-bultainati«
one which exhibits "Bonaparte Pawning Hb
Watch" strike th«' Judicious eye as aentímente
to the point of silliness. The principle underly¬
ing them all Is partially sound, but In the I.«si
leEort It gives us pause.
The Incisive sketches of Tacitus, the tedie and

discursive talk of Pausanlas. anticipated the In¬
stinct of the modern historian to hold the read¬
er through a vivid statement of what he has to

say, through an appeal to the eye as well as tC
the mind, and it Is not Improbable that the
ancient writers would have looked favorably
upon such aids to desctiptive prose as Professor
Sbiane has enjoyed. Fancy the great Athenian
guidebook with pictures drawn on the spot un-

der the eye of Its author! PausaniaH would
have thought hlmsHf lu<-ky. Herodotus would
have perhaps envied the embellishment which
the brush, the pencil, the camera and the print¬
ing press can now give to Macaulay. Yet the
fact that the latter, one of the most popular
historians of the century, has not yet been pro¬
duced In an adequately illustrated edition. Is it¬
self a reminder of how recent an Invention la
such an edition. How recent and how ambig¬
uous; This tardy employment of art as the
handmaiden of historical literature has been
due partly to the slow development of repro¬
ductive processes. Still more has it been caused
by the perslsti-ncc of a great literary tradition
beside which the method Illustrated by the pres¬
ent work is obaar-od to take a not altogether
commanding position. No matter how personal,
how intimate, how conversational the historian
might be.and in the time of the Renaissance
especially the historians of Italy proved that,
they could be minute to the point of garrulity
there does not seem to have been any one until
tho time of Carlyle who was willing to forget
that the historical gait was meant to be more

or less formal. With that formality there has
gone, naturally the Indisposition to rely much.
If at all, upon the interpretative ministrations
Of art. We do not ignore the woodcuts and en¬

gravings upon metal which crept into many a

history written In the fifteenth, sixteenth and
immediately succeeding centuries. They were

sometimes elaborate, and we have seen many
a musty volume which was Interleaved with
quaint representation» of cities and people. But
historical Illustration in any aenae of the term
that can command respect la a purely modern
affair. It la not merely modern, it in a product
of yesterday, or, at furthest, of the day before.
Gibbon Is no less remote from it than Pliny, and
when this la said it Is not alone the practical
side of the question that is touched upon, but
that temperamental side to which allusion has
Just been made. Men did not want Illustrations
quite as they want them row, and if they wanted
them at all It was with an entirely different at¬
titude toward them that they wrote their books.
Men like Villanl or Matarazzo or Frolssart or

Holinshed would not have known how to move

among such pictures as were got together for
the recent new edition of Oreen's "Short History
of the English People"; and coming to Professor
Sloane's volumes they would have been puzzled
by his easy acceptance of auch a panorama run¬

ning through his text Once they had made his
point of view their own, once the thing had
touched their Imagination, It Is probable, aa has
teen- «eld. that they would bave delightedly

f adopted his methods. Until that time they
would, perhaps, be not only surprised, hut scep¬

tical.

A book like this must inevitably divide men

j Into two camps, one of them, and that, we have

no doubt, the larger, protesting that never be-

fore was the biography of n great sol.lier made
so concrete and convincing. The other side
might retort that this "Life" Is "scrapp>" and
misleading. The pictures aim above aril thinss

I at making the foots of the biography plainer,
but how far they are from doing this has been

shown above. The Valence drawing is typical.
There are many fine portraits included, but they
are not more numerous than such absurdities as

the one Just quoted, or that other entitled, "The
Infant Napoleon In the Room of His Birth."

This Is a beautiful sketch in the effective style
of Illustrative art. such a sketch as one would
like to find In a novel, such a sketch as might be

cotinte«l upon to start sentimental thoughts In

the mind «if ev.ry one who surveyed the grace¬
ful and fashionaid- mother aeated by th«- cradle,
or guessed at what the baby might be like, In¬

visible in the later. The «luestlnn is. Have we

any place In ou** historical Imaginations for

the sentimental "fnct" of this drawing? Can¬

didly we think Professor Sloane is hurt by
drawings of such character, and, while they
WOUld seem trilling enough If they were few

In number ami unimportant In "purpose, they
are r'-ally a serious menace to his Ultimate posi¬
tion as a historical writer, unless an edition of
the "Life" is brought out in two or three volumes

without a slngl* plate In It from beginning to

end. Month after month In the magazine which
first brought forward this work he has accus¬

tomed his public to studying him as a kind of

literary lecturer, with new pictures constantly
turning up on the aereen. So Intersetlng are

many of those pictures, so artistic are some of
the least useful of them, that It Is incredible
that th'ise rentiers have nil kept the balance
true between the lecture and the screen. It will

readily be se*n that a disturbance of that bal¬
ance means In some sort a frustration of the

purpose of the book.
This may seem a rather ungracious conclusion,

but It really springs from sympathy with the

aims of author and publishers. What they have
tried to do is obviously right, up to a certain
point; but In the presence of such a drawing as

that to which reference has last been made the

most sympathetic critic fools constrained to In
sist that th«* limit of Illustrative art has been
r«;«« hi d. The student wants a »history of Na¬

poleon, not a picture book. He Is suspicious of

a work which threatens to bs th«- latter. If he
is not suspicions it i« a melancholy algn that h<-
is not qualified t«> make the ntceeoary reserva-
tlons and that he Is piling up mis« «inceptions to

be some «lay regretted l«y the author s much as

himself. Th- gnat life of Lincoln by Messrs

Nlcolay and Hay; th«- war »papera publlsh«'«l by
"The Century." were perfect examples of what
the »pen and th«- pencil could do in rollaboratkm.
But these were historical writings In th" illustra¬

tion of which the artist could rarely go wrong

He ha«l documents to bas.- his drawings upon;
be had photographs and contemporary sket. he«
beyond counting; he t««iild vl.-lt hundreds <»f the

M< lies Involved, and Snd them practically un-

changed. When only twenty-live or thirty yean
h.-iv passed, literature ami art can ci«ri>- together
In the produi tion of hist««ri s. »and never on« fail

out. But a hundred yeara eft r the event they
an- bound to clash. Crises, scenes personalities,
are all to _ great extent out <«f re« b l»j that
time. Literature tb< n «an do much t« revive the
aspect of the »past, and H-» appeals t«> the Imag¬
ination nre legitimate. Art can do i great d -ai

less, and when it touches the Imagination In ihe
wrong way by ¦*«> much aa ¦ hair's breadth it

runs the ri«»», of bringing th«- whole atructun

toppling to the ground. We »have named
well-Illustrated histories in f<vt. the Illustrated
edition of Qreen'a "Short Hist«>rv" and 'he aplen-
did volumes <«f Ihe Lim -«in 'Lite** prove ow .. fbr
all that good Illustrated histories ran be made
But the present velum«- <leiii««iisiral« s that the
Illustrator may g t«"> /ar and suggest* that

the making of auch hlstortea Ire put upon a ej
tematic. purely historical »bash*

DICKENS i.V/> Ills PRISONS.

A »STUDY OF THOSE THAT HOURE IN

HIS WRITINGS.

IN JAIL WITH CIIARLK8 DICKBN* Bjf M-
tr.-i TrumWe. Illustrated l'p. «v. ¡'-» Francis
P. Harper.

This Is on.- of tboee little ixxik« that cast a

better light on a fevortteauthor*a Mlosyncraslea
than could I"- obtain.-«1 from nior«- pretentioua
criticism. Dickens was deep!) Interested In

piiso» life. For example, as Mr. Trumble re-

marks, be began his first tour in th- United
States by going to Jail; and lie went t«> Ju.ll
afterword when« ver be found one that attr.« rb I

his particular attention. Y't b»- «.ould hardly
b<- called ¦ petioiogist in the strict sense «>f lb«
term. He waa as bitter in his attacks on that

model Institution, the Eastern Stub- Peniten¬

tiary of Pennsylvania, ns b>- was on Newgate
or the Fleet. Sclcn'-n approve* separate c«in:ln«--

menl With du«- car«- Dl< k«ns attacked it with

all the leeour at of hla brilliant an«l effusive
rhetoric. Bveryhody doubtless remembers the
lonely "Dutchman'' In the "American Notes",
how Industrious atnl artistic be was ntnl how
forlorn. »Xflllcted and distressed he s-.-nied t«.

Dlckens's imagination. Apparently, the novelist
wholly misunderstood the case. There was a

man who was never content outside of prison.
His crimes- never great ones.were commili.«!
for the purpose of getting Into Jail, ami his last

responsible act was to beg u place to die in be¬

hind the bars. Dickens himself died worn out

befoie he was sixty. The "Dutchman" lived to
be an octogenarian. His melancholy was not

assumed; It was iatt of his nature. I'v«n
science itself is battled by such natures. Hut it
Is slowly appro»< hing a solution of the prob¬
lem, while Dickens would have left It In a mist
of t.-arful commiseration. Against glaring
abuses the novelist waged successful war, but
these were thinns which everybody saw. The
real difficulties of prison reform often escaped
him.
His Interest In prisons »began In »personal ex¬

perience. It was In the Marshalsea Prison that
be Hrst developed thtt marvellous skill In obaer-
vation which Characterised him through life.
"David Copperfield" was confenHodly In part an

autobiography. In that book the King's Bench
Prison was prominent. Hut the experiences of
Mr. Illcawber and others In that prison were
the counterpart of the elder Dlckens's In the
Marshalsea. The novelist left descriptions of
both the reality and his hypothetical case, and
they agree even t«> attractive turns of phrase.
Indeed, they agree so well that. over-Ingenious
critics have been muddled by the comparison.
Mr. Trumble prints cognate passages from the
novel and from Dlckens's narrative In the
biography by Foster, and these show not merely
what an eye Dickens had for external pccullarl-
tb-s of people, but what a group of subjects he
had to study. He might have travelled far and
not found as good a training-school for his
Imagination as the Insolvent debtors' prison.
The old London prisons nad much to do with

literature. "Freeborn" John Lllburne wrote some
of his pamphlets In the Fleet, and these rough
essays of his hold an Important place In the
constitutional history of both Kngland and
America. The "Familiar Letters" of Janus
Unwell, or some of them at least, were dated
from the Fleet. Smollett »rote "Sir Launcelot
Greaves" In the King'« Bench Prison, and It was
there also that "Dr. Syntax" was written. De¬
foe had occasion to write In nearly all the great
prisons of London. Even Newgate, which au¬
thors In general have escaped, opened for him
and his pen. But not one of all these contribu¬
tors to English literature caught the air of the
prisons In the time of impressionable youth as
Dickens did. and it is he who has made them

I Immortal In all the hatefulness of decay. Of

those old prisons only Newgate Is left. Their

passing was an era In the history of the English
race, and the era Is that of Dickens. A man may

be forgotten, though he write a masterpiece of

literature: but he will never be forgotten when

his writings are the only ones In which a fasci¬

nating aspect of life in the past can be studied
In all its vivid reality. In connection with this

thought Mr. Trumble has a suggestion for an

American Dickens. He would like to see Lud-

low Street Jail celebrated as Dickens might have

celebrated It. Hut Ludlow Street Jail appears
to he a harmless anachronism compared with

those homes of squalor and curses, the Fleet

and the King's Bench. _**-

DELIGHTFUL TALK.

TDK MEMORIES OF TWO AMERICAN
NOVKLISTS.

iMrur.ssMiNS AMD EXPEWEHCBS. By W. V.
il«,w.iN octavo, pp. 281. Harper et Brothera,

CHAPTERS PROM A I.IFF.. By BM*mbetb Stuart
Phelpa Illustrated. Octave, pp. tie. Hougbton,
MI min «*»: <"o.

in a recenl article Mr. iiow-eiis alluded to his

opinion, muiaetd lone before, thnt the contlih-ntliil
attitude of Thackeray was one of the hitter's worst

defects; and he aeeaaad to be unshaken In this view.

Th.it be feels aa n«- «Iocs on the subject Is lnt«-r«-st-

Ing ¡¡s showlnv; bow curiously one man may regard
"Thackeray. It is also seen to imply a certain spirit
of Mlf-MCTlSce wh. n It Is consiil.-reil In the light of

Mr. HOWCHS'S lattJJl volume. Mow can he have

auch en objection le th«- -«oafldentlal attitude, the
render of "Impre-'lons and Kxperlci ces" Is sure to

ask. when he Is plain!« so Btted to assume such ,m

attitude himself, with the best of r.-siilts? No doubl
there Is a difference between egotism In Action and

. Kotlsm In essays, and perhapa Mr. IIowlls rx-

hules It from the one und admits It to the other is

a initier «if principle; but siir.-ly If It Is admirable
at ell It will touch the Imagination aa legitimately
In on« form of lit« rature as in another. There Is

something almost exasperating In the recollection
of Mr. HOWellB'a Impersonality as a novelist when
the nttr.icilon of his p.-rsoi.allty is r«:illz«-d In hi.«

BOS ays. The delightful qn.illtV of the hitter Inspires
Ihe wish that be might r.-fus«- 10 write even n mas-

t.-rpl.-r«' of tlctlon Just so that lie might go on

Wilting «.-says to Ih«- end of the long life which It

is to i «¦ hoped may I ¦ his.
11- accomplishea the thing whl« h so many writ¬

ers of the day try to :,.-eompll».h .'ind tall to do-he

t..k.-- up a subject rot In Itself of profound or orig¬
inal Import an.I contrives 10 so ei.wrap It In the

playful, -om.-tlines pensive, BOBMttnM '< critical und

aiwe**a kindly, atmosphere of his mind, that before
yen i-nnw it you are filled with a aenae of Btadneaa
and would not have the talk stop if you ceuM help
li. it is eaeentlall] talk, s fad which is th.- «aeet
dlrecl link between Mr. Hewella end Ihe great era

of the eeaayista it would be carrying admiration
t i-, far to aa) that h« is comparable to l.nmb. for

exnmple. (hire being BO many lhints In him which
woni.i have mo!- Ella uncomfortable, thera líelas
BO many things In KIM which Mr How.-lis would

feel himself |n duly bound to contemn. Vet the link
i., twi n Hi.- i«., i« there, th- link of human gentle«
net« Tint, aft.-r all, I' it i'.-- bottom of what is

best In Whlmslcel lit.-rature. Tne permanent
wtli lo -y of Lamb springs quit, ai much from his

lande i we so. hi' pur.- sentiment, bis exqulette «wo-

lion, as «roan, tin quatnliM ««. of his Ideas and th"

folk itv of his style Mr. llowi IN bus n- Ither quaint»
neaa nor th«- Hterarj Quality which is t*o**rectly to

be deitcrtbed a« felicity, On tin- other Band, he bei
.-. w irmth of feellrth which makes bis pages «low ir

,i quiet, subtls way, They are foil «it leaching,
.i Mr. Howella does nol pn lend to pose with¬

in them i«1 a teacher Hi points i.l- moral rather
Ihn i*h Ihe ta it disclosure .ill along of sympathy
for what, ver I« I» st In llf'\ of COmpO«S3*0U for
whatever Is saddest. The aecond paper in this book.
entitled "Police Report." describes Ihe author's « x-

p. ii'-i... In one of thoee chamber» of Juotlco In Bo
ton w'<T'- th. m .-t InslgnlAcanl and *«,r«il«i «if law«
breakers sn tri«.! They hardly n«-- to th.- dignity

w«breakcre. The) are merely lha waifs ami
i. -.. ,, bII« men'» da) «¦! bb) anisan« who

have had a «lr'"i too much, noi«> il«inie«tir«. who
have had trouble with sima one In the ihii.i-r.it«

Ing iiouaei over «rhase culinary deotlniee they
¡.i.»:,1, ii seams Incon elvable lhal Mr. Howells
could do anything with alun* Ilka tbhi But he do

i.r-'t deal, aid all Ihe time lhal .'.« is Jotting
down in bis realistic wa) th- aboard little details
of thi:« brief nui or that, ha is unobtrusively wek-

n tha n r o - mm of the pity "f it all; ha l«-
«. oaring u« th. degradation "f in-- offenders ogatnol
truth ind law. not .,s a theatrical eahlbitloa aolely,
though iieiio.-« noi forgel tin- dramatic pointa, bul
as ..n. of ti.-- dements In o ¦¦ social lif-- a-hlch must
aval '¦. u ii n« to tie- quick < »n«-s. «M with him tha

in,«.- of ta. youm thief, tin peaoionately Mtler
miser] "f thé <-!ii so fir down in the seal« -f

wrongd »iio,- that it no longer ...k« hopefully up to
md one ¦.. also lha Inextinguishable fun

which "in. « to tin- surface of even tie- itaideai
court now and then.

Ti-.- quality of Ihe book Is nol to bo shown

through .¡notation. The tlr>t «ssiiy on "The Coun¬
try printer" «a«ii explain thi« it t« a chepter of
lotting« from m>nior>, a picture put together, as a

p!.f mosaic la put together, of th«. little newe«
paper offlca in <>i>io wh« r. th« father of Mr How«
. is enereleed a b-Miefteeal awe) over tin simple
but sturdy minds of th.- famefl In lha county, and
where ih« Inctplenl aovellel looked m ut th.- week¬
ly evolution of the Journal, helped to make it. and
I.night Ulms. If to re.id Spanish for the sak.- of
i'.m Qalaote" in th.- intervals of his labor. Wh.it

can we «it.- from till« essay? Thera is not a page
which we arould transfer to thi« placa for its own
Bake. Hut from first to last there II a v« in of
emotion running through th«. vivid picture which
not only keeps the latter from being «-ommonplai-e,
I.ut nearly makes It romantic. It do. s this, too.
without c\er falling into bathos; the manly accent
i« clear and forcible throughout. Primarily wa feel
this to P.- th.- result of a deep lova of the subject
In th«' heart cf the nuthur It sprigs BUM and
h.-re wa luv«- perhape th.- eaplaaatlen of what i«
most ndmlrabl.« In Mr. Howells as an essayist -

from a deep aympathy for eharaoter. Non«- «if th«
IlKiir.s of his boyhood I» a la) IlKur- for Mm. Me
reaentbera the living, persuasive traita of those
among whom ha work-«i and reed, if there is a
moral to t>e derived from -The Country Printer"
for .xample, it _ the same as thai which y«iu got
from the "Poll,-,, p.. port" or "The Tribulations of a

Cheerful Offer," th.- moral which males for excel-
lei. of charnel r The «harm of "Ph.- Country
l'iint«-r" is bra.-ini; bocattoa yon fool auch a genuine
manhood to have I.n the birthright of the type«
it brings upon lha eeeaa Soeaa of them, it is true,
were aad doga, Bal th.- broad temper of the timo
and place area dlatlnetly above th.- average. To
read th.- "Inipre.slons ami Bnporteaaea" Is to feel a
constant agreement wllh th.- author In his response
t«. uplifting thoughts, his pitying .md ««enoreua
¦ympethy for the grief in the world.

The valu.- of Mrs. Phelpo'a book of recollections
r. Idea In Its talk. I.Ike Mr. How. Il <. she Is .gotls-
tlO with KOO.I taste, and Ihe a ii.-.-.lot.-s she \,||H
BWe a Kie.it deal lo hep way of telling them. She
tells us. perhaps, a triga more about her own

dOtlsga and her own works than It Is wholly neces¬
sary for us to know; but on the other hand she Is
n.»v< r too much In evidence where her distinguished
friends are rrctneerned ami her sk«'tehes of Whittler.
llolm.-s, l.ont-f.-llow and the list nre thoroughly
irtl.-ss and In keeping. She ha« some rather
strenuous pases. Living In Andover for so many
y.-ars Bbe could not avoid a close and almost tense
feeling for things of a rellRlous nature. She de¬
scribe« with emotion an episode In the life of Mrs.
Stowe, who WOUM appear to have saved an erring
friend from the bllRht of rationalism by purely
spiritual means, brliiKlng through prayer the con¬
version which written reeeoolng laamad powerless
to uchleve. in the chapter on her life at <llou<-es-
t«-r, too, Mr*. l'h«-lps has much to «ay of such nn-n
.tnd women as Mr. Howella h.is brought upon the
scene In his "Police Report." Mut there are long
and serene accounts of her literary friends, of
po.-t« like Whittler, Miss Thaxtcr and l.ucy I.ur-
com. who could not have been merely "literary" If
they had tried, and It Is In these part« of her book
that «he Is most readable. There Is a characteris¬
tic story of Longfellow. He was reading aloud a
poem un.« day to an activas, apparently Mme.
Modjesku, whose eyes niled with tears as the read¬
ing proceeded. "I «hall never forget." observes
Mrs. I'helps, "the tone and manner with which ho
turned toward her. 'Oh!' he cried, 'I meant to
give you happiness! And I have given you pain.'
His accent on the word 'pnln' was like ihe smart
of a wound." Mrs. Phclps i« emphatic, as every
biographer of Longfellow has b.i. on this chival¬
rous sensitiveness of his. "It was Inconceivable
that he could, under any stress, slip Into rudeness
of view, or do the Incomplete thing." In connection

i with his work there is this nota: "Mr. Longfellow
came hut once to my nome on Gloucester Harbor;
but on that occasion I had the especial pleasure of

pointing out to him the reef of 'Norman's Woe;'
which, though ho had wrecked the schooner Hes-

perus, and broken half our hearts upon it, he had

singularly enough never seen (I think he said) be-

fore."
| The sketch of Whlttier Is peculiarly complete,
show Ing him on more sides than one. There Is sad-

I ness in It, of course, for Whlttler's life held much

shadow, especially toward the end. Witness his re¬

ply when asked how he spent the days through the
bleak winter at Danvers, late In his life. " 'Oh/
he said patiently, 'I play with the dogs; or I go

out and see the horses. And then I talk to Phoebe.
And I go Into my study and sit awhile.' " Moro in

what It Implies than what It says this Is pathetic,
for it suggests the brave old man broken In health,
watching the disappearance of his friends, one by
one, and waiting patiently himself to die. But Mrs.

Phelps quotes him also In his most typical mood

and writing to a friend that he llkea the wise Chi¬
nese proverb, "You cannot prevent the birds of

sadness from flying over your head, but you may

prevent them from stopping to build their nesta In

your hair." The most amusing story about Whlt¬

tier is that one which also Includes Lucy Larcom
In the situation It describes. "A caller, one of 'the

Innumerable throng' that moves to the doors of the

dlstlngulshi-d, there to Indulge the weak curiosity
of an Ignorance too pitiable to bo angry with, mafle

himself troublesome one day in the poet's home at

Ameshury. I have come, sir!' he said pompously,
'to take you by the hand. I have long wished to

know the author of "Hannah lilndlngShoes." ' Now,
Luc*. Larcom happened to be sitting, In her serene

fashion, silently by the window at that time; and

Mr. Whlttier turned toward her with the courtly
bow Into which the Cjuaker poet's simple manner

could bend so regally when he chose. 'I am happy,'
replied Mr. Whlttier, waving his hand toward the

lady In the window, 'to have the opportunity to

present thee to the author of that admirable poem
Lucy Larcom.' "

Mr*. Phelps and Mr. Kowells provoke the same

reflection. When It Is possible to write such pleas¬
ant chapters of personal talk, to set forth such en¬

gaging confidences why write so much fiction?

THE SOXG OF JEANNE DE FRANCE.
By Nora Hopper.

How slow, how slow the minutes pass,
What time I gana across the lens,

And watch the dew dry off the grass,
Helgho, Denise!

Spring walks abroad In green and gold,
And flushes all the almond-trees,

Lut still my heart I* dnrk. and cold
A i death, Denise!

My father rule* a kingdom fnlr.
My mother «rallee In silken caso:

I go «n velvet and In valr
All day. Denis«!

In velvet and In vnlr I go,
Bul chll'lren ne.-er clasp my knees,

And no kind Up* my pale lip* know,
lleigho, Denieel

Some day, some day I'll surely hear
My nain- cried down the listening breeze,

An«l hear ¦ vo|.-e more ||.-f and dear
Than yours, »Denise!

And. hearing. I shall rise and so
Out from my prison, If (loci please:

Like cottnge-glrls, more glad, more low
Thin I. Denise!

Oh. inreiy i shall nuit my throne
To m«-«-t my lover on the leas,

Ami if the name whereby he's known
He Death- why. you may then make moan,

Not I, D«nlse!
-«V-

MIDNIGHT INVOCATION TO THE WIXD.
Hy F H. Money-Coutts.

'"'«me forth from thins Aeollsn cave!
Make plain the approaches of the day!

Then earthward let thy pinion* wave.
To winnow human «Iross away!

('ome forth. O Wind! o'er dale and down,
Ai-ris* th-» broad, untainted seas.

With gathered freshness fan the town.
That faints with ni;:nlfold disease!

Come forth* To make the hazes fle«i
From leaguered souls; to sound thy horn

In laggard heart*; to set us tree
From petty lovo snd petty scorn!

THE VEIL t>F ISIS.
Hv Victor Plarr.

To lift her veil, whose broideries
Ai>- horned moon- and lot líos.
Non«- «lare, though prUst ami thurlfer
Charm her with franklncenee snd myrth.
And long-dream mystic harmonies,
of all mniiKln«!'* dlvlnltie*.
N »ne secreter than thl* of his!
Behold. 'tl< but to anger her

To lift her veil.

Nat in-li's*. In each man's time there 1«
A llftln«" of her veil: each dies.
To dl««, when all »he hat.- and stir
Are o'er, to He a "lumberer,
To «Ir«- un pen Man« .. oh, I* not this

To lift her veil?

TRUST.
By Lisette Wooilwurth Reese.

I am Thy unían. t> Lor«l!
I grew up sweet and »all

Bui for ti day; beneath Thy sword
To lt~ at éventail.

Vet luv- I not enough
In that brief «lay of mine?

TI-.<- wind, tlif bees, the wholesome stuff
The san poars out like win».

Behold, this I* my croara;
|.vo Will not let me i«-;

Love holds me here; love cuts me down;
.And it la well with nie.

Leva love, keep it but «o;
Thy purposo is full plain:

I die, that after I may grow
As tall, aa sweet again.

80NO.
By William Theodore Peters.

.I've lost a little heart, sir.
I think 1 hive.

I've lost a little heart,
.lust near you."

"Win, I've found anil taken It.
May I keep It?

Hen's soother heart, ma'am,
Wont that «lo'.'"

KINSBIP.
fly Maillsoti Caweln.

I.
There |* no flower of wood or lea.
No April flower, as fair as she:

O white an'-mone, who hast
The «Mud's wild grace;
Know her a cousin of thy race.
Into whose face

A presence like the wind's hath passed.
II.

Tln-re Is no flower of wood or lea.
No Maytlme flower, as fair as she:
O bluebell, tender with the blue

Of ltmold skies.
Thy lineage hath kindred tie«
In her, whose eyes

Th« heav'ns' own qualities Imbue.
III.

There Is no flower of wood or lea.
No .lime,lav flower, as fair as she:

Rose, -odorous with beauty of
Llfo'a first und best..
Hehotd thy sister h«*r<« confessed!
Whose maiden breast

Is fragrant with the dreams of love.

COACHING.
By Arthur Grissom.

The musical trumpet's blast,.
The sound of laughter guv,.

Then word to start Is passed,
And the tally-ho rolls away.

Out of the city's street.
Far from the noisy throng.

Into the countrv sweet.
It rumbles gayly along.

Over the cool green hill».
And down through Ihe wooded dale«

Fragrant with daffodils.
And vocal with cal! ng quails.

Happy each youthful face.
Merry the mirthful wits,

Ati«l. loi in the footman's place
Trumpeter Cupid »Its!

OX THE PRAIRIE.
By Herbert Bates.

Hare, low, tawny hills.
With bluer heights beyond,

And the air I« sweet with spring.
But when will the earth respond»

Pratfla that rolls for leagues
Dusky and golden-pal«.

Like a arlrless ««»a of wave*
t'nbroken by ship or »all.'

The hollows are dark with brush.
And black with the wash of showers.And nigg -d with bleaching wreck
Of the ranks of the tall sunflowers.

No cloud In the blue, no stir
A» iVh ,h» ¦__n ¥ V*" w,n*' ¦.> the grass.

J Ik" _.paí"w-lnrk> note, and the call
or the wind-borne crow« that pass.

Hare low. tawny hills.
With bluer heights Inyond.

And the air I« sweet with springLut when will th« earth respond7

LITERÀKY NOTE&
Herr Haz Noidau, that diverting proohst. mlJuat made an admission which te choorfauTrM-»!«

on to all those who feel Inclined to wiuúnimLTlz
tallatcry whacks upon his offending headermit." he observed to en interviewer th« oth«r _T"that I find It exceedingly difficult to concoatoaS
my mind." What a golden opportunity itaVfcl^for the victims aforesaid! Hath not the blSTwL?.of degeneracy proclaimed that one of Its _J7!_
vlous "stigmata" Is an Inability to concentrât. Tmind? But It need not be expected «__jE«__
dau will «ubmlt to any bland explanaUon oi¡__own degeneration. He Is as rampant «a over
new book of hi« la Impending which will
clety squirm in Its place. Having tucked aH__ m
erary men safely away Into asylums or obtíViatTthe philanthropic doctor is turning his attention tlthe financiers. They are all outrageous of «sou*-*?In his far-swing eyeo. Ho has written ahülcalled "The Battle of the Drones." The worW_finance has become a curso to modern life i» «_.
pears, and the "drones" who make It ar« t* _I
shown up. w"

This Is beautiful, but why "drones"? Heir Nat«.dau has made his observations chiefly 0a thlBourse of Parts, but there Is not so very much dMference between that seat of enterprise «nd ou»
own Stock Exchange, and who ever heard of th.denizens of Wall Street being called drones? »r_!thing Is absurd, but probably Herr Nordau winmake out a case. He has a way with him when It
comes to knotty problems. He will solve anythingand no more hesitates to rush In where angels fear
to tread than.ono of his favorite "degenerates."
He is prepared to be copious, too, as copious a«
ever. Work doe« not frighten him. H« express« a
great contempt for "overwork." that bugbear of
the modern man. It all depends upon how yoa
equalize your strains, says the doctor, aentea*
tlously.

Joseph Jacobs first came Into notice as ea
editor of books of fairy tales, one who cared more
for the folk-lore at the bottom of them than (or
anything else; himself of Semitic origin, he has
written learnedly about the Jewish race, and he
has lately followed up all this with some essays
on Matthew Arnold, George Eliot and other writer»
which show him to be a critic of considerante

Imaginative powers. He is an example of what
hard working can do. When he was first heard of
it was In a very modest way. but little by little
the fruits of his scholarship have been reeognliad,
so that now he is counted one of the moat
useful of English literary drivers and interprétera
It should be added that some of the critics have
fallen foul of h'.m for his recent edition of *'Tho
Arabian Night«." In that his scholarship went
wrong here and there, and he has hail to pay th«
penalty. But in the main his mistakes have been
few.

Mr. George Meredith has been unburdening him«
self, lyrically, in honor of Trafalgar Day. It cannot
be said that the result Is calculated to touch men's
hearts with the emotion that should belong to the
occasion, especially In a poetical celebration of It.
Here :.» one ot the divisions,1

He leads; we hear our Seaman's call
In the roll of battles won;

For h1 Is Britain's Admiral
Till setting of her sun.

When Britain's life was In her ships,
lb kept the sea U his own right;

Ami saved us from more fell eclipse
Than drops on day from blackest night

Again his battle spa: the flame!
Again his victory flag men saw!

At sound of Nelson's chieftain name.
A deeper breath did Frei-dcm draw.

This muy be thrilling, but we do not feel the
thrill. Why will Mr. Mer-dlth write verse, any¬
way? There be tlMOa who say that his "Modera
Lere" Is a masterpi.ee. there be o*.h« rs who years
over "Jump-to-Glory Jane," bit WO have never
been able to discern the .-auses of their enthusiasm.

An am islng «-hapter of literary history mi*.ht be
written on the difficulties of novelists over the
titles of their books. No on«- Is sure If he prints S

story in America under a title that seems to him
absolutely original that some one won't turn out
to have used it already In Kngland. We recall
that Mr. Howclls not long ago had to publish a
book in England under a different title from that
which he kept for America, and now Miss Margaret
Sherwood, who was said to be bringing out a novel
called "An Kxperlment In Egoism." Is announced to
hfive rechrlstened 11, before puhlli-atlon, "A Puri¬
tan Bohemia." Lueaa Malet had to go through th«
same operation, the other day. and her new novel
"Carlsslma." comes out under that designation
only after having suffered the most puzzling trans¬

formations. There ought to lie a place of registry
somewhere to a»slst authors In flnding out before
they publish whether their titles have been antici¬
pated or not. At the same time, we repeat, ther»
ought to bo a chapter written with accounts of th«
occasions upon which these changes have Involved
serious complications or comical developments.

"Bradley: His Book" once mor«' bebs up serenely.
Its shape has been changed, and t-o fur as Its text
goes, tlnre has been a change also. There la none

of Mr. Bradley** unutterable romancing In this
number; but nevertheless it is odd. No one, appar¬
ently, can write for a poster periodical nowa¬

days without b<-comlng in some way rldlcuîoua
George W. Cable contributes the opening paper to

this Issue of "Bradley: His Book." Mr. fable has
committed some sins of mediocrity before, but rare¬

ly has he been so platitudinous as in this exordium:
"In a man of any real mind, two things there are

for which only untamillarlty ever breeds contempt;
two things that ure never rightly loved In vain, and
only bondage to which can begat satiety; good
books, green woods." Wonderful! wonderful! Now
we know that two and two make four.

Mr. James Bryce's "Impressions of South Africa"
will soon be published by the Century Company.
Renders who have supposed that this work would
contain only the papers already published In the

magazine will he glad to know that eight now

chapters have been added. We assume that they
will be glad, for Mr. Bryce's account of the Trans¬

vaal Is one of the best published during the«e last

few months, so full of South African InformaUos
and misinformation. In "Harper's," by the way.

Poultney Blgelow Is beginning a good series »»I

paper» on this Importunt subject.

There Is to be a new edition of Maeaulay's e-orka

with Sir George Trevelyan's biography included IS

the set of ten volumes. The editor Is not an¬

nounced, as yet, but presumably Sir Georg«JTrw-
velyan himself will take charge of the worm.

There will be no lllustratlona.

It was not long before his death that William

Morris said to a frlen.l. "I have enjoyed mr aWtm

few men more so." When he was ta ked to cos-

ce7nm« the peril of such a life of Inte.lec ua. «a-

.on a. hi. he laughed at the talker. U**
Gladstone." ho would ,.y: "look at *~*gfc
your chancellors and your jud«es. »£_\£_ï
all th« longer for work? It I« rust that kill« «-***

" HI.Wcorn'*entratlon was marvellous. ?¡*¡¡¡***
Gadrun." which many of hi. reader. £**¡¡¿
hl. most beautiful poem, was practica lyproc
at a slttlna. He worked at It from *.£"*'"£
morning till 4 In the afternoon, and when no rvw

from the tablo he hud written 750 lines.

Mr. Crawford's "Taqulsara" has Just »P«*ar*J *
two inviting volumes. The story atari»M»_**^
has thla much, at least, to engage the "*~_T âté
pathles on the first page-It I. an Itajsa. U£ ^
thua carries ono back to the scene« m wb~

Crawford haa won hi« greenest laurels.


